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Pete Loeffler, front man for the alternative rock band, Chevelle, was at a Steel Panther concert on the Sunset 
Strip on a night off in Hollywood. He heard about the band through many friends, and his brother, Samuel, who 
accompanied him tonight, finally convinced them they were worth a listen. As it turns out, they were worth 


even more than that. 


The Chicago-born brothers were lucky enough for their tour to take them to an off night while the Panther 
boys were playing their weekly gig, especially seeing as the California glam rockers were an internationally- 


selling band now and often embarked on tour. 


Currently, Pete was having a very great time at the show, which was a mix of the band's vulgar original songs 


as well as covers of songs popular from the 80's. 


Pete heard that the band often pulled celebrities or musicians from the crowd up on stage to play a song or 
two with them during their raucous, unashamedly sexual live performance. Pete figured he'd be clear of this, 
seeing as he doubted anyone here had heard of him, much less would recognize him and let his presence be 


known. 


Except David Draiman, it appeared, because the bald singer approached him out of nowhere and clapped him on 
the back, offering a warm greeting to his old friend just as Steel Panther began their interpretation of "Every 
Rose Has Its Thorn" 


"What's up, Pete? | didn't know you were gonna be in town tonight!" the fellow Chicago-native said excitedly. His 


silver piercings on his chin glinted as he tilted his head. "Sam or Dean here?" 
‘Sam's over by the bar. Dean's spending the evening in, says he's not feeling well.” 


"Right. | didn't know you liked Steel Panther," David said. "They're great friends of mine. I'll introduce you to 
them after the show." 


That seemed like fun Although Pete wasn't sure how badly he wanted to meet the somewhat sexually- 
ambiguous rockers. Their guitarist was very intent on thrusting his pelvic region into the lead singer's leg 


during every other song. He wondered if they were just as forward off stage. 


They were about 40 minutes into the show, and Pete was at the bar with his brother enjoying a Guinness. 
David had disappeared backstage a while ago. The Loefflers were both very surprised to see the Disturbed 


singer appear on stage. 

"David Draiman, everybody!" the Steel Panther singer introduced, giving the shorter man a big hug before they 
erupted into a Faith No More song. Pete was enjoying the cover of "Man in the Box" until it ended, and he got 
the biggest surprise of the night. 

"PETE! PETE LOAFER! Get your ass on stage, motherfucker!" yelled the brunette guitarist, shielding his eyes 


from the stage lights and trying to scan the crowd. "Dave tells me you can shred ‘Eruption’ like a beast! STOP 
HIDING, LOAFER!" 


"IFs ‘Loeffler, you dumbass!" shouted the blonde front man who reminded Pete uncannily of David Lee Roth. 


"LOFFLE!" the guitarist belted, "THE DUDE FROM THAT CHEVROLET BAND! GET ON STAGE!" 


It's Pete Loeffler from Chevelle!” the singer corrected him, fixing his hair in their bassist's mirror. 
"Come on up, Pete. | know you're drunk enough by now," David said into the mic. "He's over by the bar." 


Some of the crowd turned to look in his direction. 


"Go, man!" Sam yelled to his brother, shoving him away from his stool. 
"Get Sammy up here, too. Let's play some Van Halen," David suggested. 


At his invitation, Sam jumped up, and, tugging his younger brother after him, headed for the stage. A security 
guard found them and helped them forward so they could climb the stairs to the stage. 


"| don't wanna sing," Pete managed to say pathetically to Sam. "Please, Sam, | don't wanna...” 

"You don't have to sing. Just play guitar, bro." 

Then, Sam left his side and climbed up onto the drum throne while the drummer handed him his in-ears and a 
pair of sticks. Pete stood there awkwardly until he felt a hand on his shoulder, and the blonde singer guided the 
smaller man to the center of the stage. 


"Hey, dude. Nice to meet you," he said into Pete's ear. "My name's Michael Starr.” 


‘lm Pete." The blonde was very attractive up close. Big, brown eyes outlined in black. Wavy, long blonde hair. A 


nice round nose and a big, white smile. 
"What do you wanna play, Pete?" 


"Not ‘Eruption," Pete said immediately. He felt a pressure on his arm and realized the guitarist was shoving his 


tiger-striped Kramer at him. 

"You know ‘Jump?" Michael asked. 

"Uh, | haven't played it for a while.” 

“Hot for Teacher?" 

"I think | can manage that one," Pete said. He nervously turned and faced the crowd, and broke into a smile 
seeing the hundreds of Hollywood weirdos cheering him on, many of them dressed like the men he was on 
stage with. 

Michael put one of his scarves around Pete's neck. 

"There ya go, dude. Lets rip!" 

Michael introduced the song, once again raving about the Chevelle brothers and David being on stage. Pete 
threw the Kramer on over his shoulder and strummed, then broke into the song as Sam counted them off. His 


nerves left as he began to rock out. Knowing Sam was on the drums behind him helped his confidence and soon 


they were halfway through the song. David and Michael belted out the lyrics, and Pete found himself meshing 


very well with the bassist's technique. 


He felt an arm around him, and leaned into it, assuming it was David or Michael. When he tilted his head back 
to look, his face came all too close to the brunette guitarist, who looked at him and grinned big. He had perfect 
white teeth, too. Must be a Californian thing. His eyes were dark, his nose pointed, his lips thin, his jaw strong, 
He was handsome, and aged. He looked older up close than Pete had thought. Perhaps he was in his late 30's. 


Pete could see the powder of his makeup on his tan skin. He felt a bit self-conscious next to this attractive 
man, and also felt very small. While the glam rocker was about his height, he was built, with huge arms that 


could probably squeeze the pulp out of Pete if he tried. 

He moved away after a moment to go pester David, and Pete got a good look at his retreating backside. A 
gloriously firm ass and a toned back had Pete licking his lips. 

Pete felt weirdly attracted to the strange man who couldn't seem to get his name right. 

Feeling confident, Pete followed the guitarist and leaned into him as he turned around. At this, the guitarist put 
his arm around Pete for a moment, before letting it fall and brushing against his butt. Pete wondered if that 


was on purpose. From what he learned at the concert this evening, he figured in the affirmative. 


Pete turned around and winked flirtatiously, thrusting his pelvis a bit. The other man leaned into him, talking in 


a raspy voice into his ear. 


"My name's Satchel," he said, "And I've never wanted to fuck a dude as much as | want to fuck you right now, 


you naughty thing." 

Pete missed a note as his head swam. Satchel spanked his ass as Pete moved back to the front of the stage 
to finish out the song. He wasn't sure if he really understood Steel Panther's gimmick yet. Was Satchel 
serious? He sounded dead serious, but their whole "act" was tongue-in-cheek. 

But Pete was curious and oddly interested in Satchel's statement. 

The crowd roared when they finished. Hugs were shared on stage before the quest musicians got off. 

"Nice playing with you, Peter," Michael said. "Make sure to come to another show, man" 

Pete was walking off when someone grabbed his arm. 


It was Satchel. 


"Hey... | want to talk to you more," he said. "Find security after the show and tell them you are here to see 


Russ, alright? I'll tell them to let you back" 


Pete nodded, dazed. Sam appeared behind Satchel and clapped him on the back. 


"Nice playin’ with you, dude!" 

"Yeah man, you fuckin’ rocked those drums! Wanna replace Stix?" 

Sam chuckled. 

"| don't think I'd fit in," he joked. 

Satchel hugged him and smacked him on the ass. Pete wondered why that made him jealous. 


"See you guys later! | gotta get goin!" 
Satchel swung around and started into "Livin On A Prayer," as he ran back to his side of the stage. 


"Dude, that was fuckin’ awesome!" Sam exclaimed. 


"Yeah... Hey, Sam, uh... Satchel invited me to hang out with him after the show. That cool?" 
Sam brightened. 


"That's awesome, man! | wanted to talk more with Stix, anyhow. He's pretty awesome." 


David joined them and they wandered back over to the bar. As they sat down and ordered more drinks, Pete 


realized he still had Michael's scarf around his neck. 

"Purple is totally your color," Sam commented when he saw Pete tugging at the shiny fabric. 

The show ended, and immediately Pete headed for the backstage entry. Sam, puzzled as to why he wanted to 
get there so fast, hurried after. 

"We're with Russ," Pete said, though he wasn't sure who the hell Russ was. 


"Don't worry, | recognize you from the stage dude. l'm a fan of Chevelle. Come on back, you two." 


They relaxed backstage in the main resting area while the Panther guys cleaned up and changed back into their 
regular clothes. The bassist, Lexxi, kept them company while he waited for the showers. 


"You guys were super bitchin’, he said, twirling his hair and swinging his crossed leg excitedly. "And you are 


both really cute. You're brothers?" 
"Thanks. Yeah." 
"Damn, that's a shame. It woulda been hot to watch you two fuck" 


Sam raised an eyebrow, obviously not knowing what to say. 


"Uhhh...thanks?" 


Pete folded his hands between his legs and kept glancing at the door to the showers, hoping to see Satchel 


come out. 


‘lm not gay," Lexxi clarified after a moment, "Although Stix tried to put it in my butt a few times. But I'm still 


allowed to think you guys are cute." 

Sam smiled awkwardly. Stix came out of the showers fully dressed, grabbed a couple beers from mini-fridge 
and tossed them at the brothers who snapped them open. He grabbed one for himself and sat across from 
them next to Lexxi. The blonde bassist got up. 

"Gonna go shower, then head home,” he said. 

"Sounds good, see ya Friday." 

Sam and Stix began talking cars. Pete found himself uninterested, antsy as he waited for Satchel. 

The door opened again and Michael Starr came out, followed by a slightly shorter man with short brown hair. 
His face was painfully familiar, and even though he was dressed in a plain black t-shirt and jeans, the remnants 
of runny eyeliner on his face gave him away if his look didn't first. 

When his eyes met Pete's, his face broke into a huge smile. 

"Hi, Loafers!" he greeted goofily, walking over. "Hey, Pete, come with me. | wanna show you something." 

Pete threw his brother a look but Sam was absorbed in his discussion with Stix. 

Satchel waited expectantly. Pete stood, brushed off his jeans, and allowed Satchel to lead him out of the room, 


into a separate dressing room. 


The Steel Panther guitarist shut the door behind him and beckoned him to take a seat on the worn couch in 


the corner. 
"So," Pete began, sipping his beer, "I didn't know you were wearing a wig.’ 
"Most people don't." 


Satchel set his stage clothes, which he had carried out of the showers with him, on the vanity. He grabbed a 
water bottle, took a swig out of it, set it down, and plopped on the couch next to Pete. 


"You're probably wondering why | brought you here, huh?" 


Pete shrugged. 


"A little bit, yeah," he chuckled. 

"Listen, | don't know if you swing that way, but | wasn't lying out there.. when | said | was attracted to you." 
"You said you wanted to fuck me," Pete replied. 

Satchel smirked slightly, "Yeah, uh, that's kind of Satchel's way of flirting." 

"You talk in 3rd person now, too?" 

"No, um. My name's actually Russ." That explained who ‘Russ' was. "Satchel is just my alter ego. Look, | don't 
usually come on to people like this. | don't expose myself this way." The muscular man swallowed hard. "So just 
please, if you're gonna get up and leave all freaked out, go ahead and do it now." 

Pete didn't move. 

| don't understand..." 

"| wanna hook up, man" 

"No, | get that," the Chevelle singer said. "I just don't understand.. why this is happening...” 

"Don't worry about why. Just tell me: do you want to?" 

Pete tried to keep his gaze steady with Russ's dark eyes. Or Satchel, or whoever the hell he was. 

He nodded. 

And then five minutes later he found himself gripping the soft brown hair of another man as Russ's head 
bobbed up and down in his lap. He let out a sigh of contentment, rolling his neck back and sinking into the couch 
as he lifted his hips a bit higher. 

This was strange. He never imagined himself to be in such a position, even less so when he entered the House 
of Blues that evening. The idea that the guitarist of the band on stage was gonna be sucking his cock a few 
hours later? Crazy. 

Yet here they were. 

Pete knew it was only right that he was going to have to reciprocate. Perhaps he could give Satchel - er, Russ 


- a little handy instead of using his mouth. He was sure the man would appreciate the gesture, as little as 


they knew each other. 


It wasn't that he was not attracted to the other man. Russ was definitely someone Pete would sleep with... if 


he were gay. 


‘If | were gay,' Pete thought, and then opened his eyes to see where he was. He smirked at his own hypocritical 
mind, and gently lifted Satchel's chin up, despite how good this was feeling. 


Russ fixed his big brown eyes upon Pete's expectantly. 


"My turn," Pete said with a wink He and Russ swapped positions, Russ relaxing and gently opening his legs 
apart. Pete used his quitar-calloused fingers to unzip Russ's jeans and find the throbbing flesh within. 


"Woah," Pete said, lifting out Russ's dick, hard and dripping with precum. He'd never touched another dick beside 
his own... He supposed there was a first time for everything. 


Satchel hadn't lied when he was on stage. He was shaven.. and a good four-and-a-half inches long. Thick, too. 


Pete decided to bite the bullet (not literally - poor Russ!) and opened wide, leaning down, and taking it in without 
a second thought. 


Dear Jesus, this was weird and uncomfortable. 

But Russ seemed to be enjoying it, throwing his head back and rolling his hips, digging his fingers into Pete's 
thick hair. 

"Fuck, man, more...” 

Pete was pretty sure he was going to throw up when Russ came in his mouth without warning. He snapped his 
head back and spat it out, falling from his haunches onto his butt. He wiped his mouth off with his arm and 
looked up at Russ who watched him contentedly. 

"Damn. Does your brother suck that good of cock?" 

Pete was positive he was going to throw up at that. 


"Why, you wanna fuck him, too?" 


"Nah, | think Stix already claimed him. Anyway, lets get back to you. Lay down" 


Russ moved so Pete could lie on the sofa 


| wanted to actually fuck you," Russ was saying as he straddled Pete at his ankles, "but | could tell you 
probably wouldn't be into that, seeing as you're a butt virgin and you're straight" 


"Butt-virgin..," Pete repeated, shaking his head slowly. What the hell was he still doing here, with this man he 
didn't know? "Just shut up and suck my cock" 


"That's exactly what a true Fanther would say," Russ exclaimed, winking, right before he bent down and went 
back to pleasuring Pete. 

Fanther? What was that? SoCal language for a hooker or something? 

Pete came hard and Russ swallowed without even gagging. He mustve done that many times before. 

"Well that was a load of fun," Pete stated, sitting up and zipping his pants. "Let's do this again sometime." 
Russ raised an eyebrow, and Pete felt drawn further to this mysteriously two-faced guitar player. 


"I'd love to," the more built one replied, standing and holding his hand to Pete to lift him to his feet. 


Pete leaned in quickly and kissed him. Russ jumped slightly in surprise but responded by wrapping his arms 


around him... or, well, placing both hands hard on Pete's ass. 


"Let me give you my number," Pete said, pulling away and looking for a pen and pad of paper that he found 
quickly under hair products and makeup on the vanity. 


"You know I'm not gonna call you," Russ said. 

At that, Pete flinched slightly. Harsh. 

"I know," he said, playing it off as though he hadn't been surprised. He scribbled down his digits and turned 
around, crumpling the piece of paper into a small ball. He took Russ's left hand in his, opened his fingers, and 
dropped the scrunched paper into it, closing Russ's fist afterward. 

"Uh, I'll see you later then...” 


Russ smirked and nodded. 


"It was nice to meet you, Pete Loafer." 


Pete forced a smile and turned, walking toward the door. 

"| like your band, by the way," Russ called after him. 

Pete glanced over his shoulder. 

"Oh, thanks” 

"| hear that one song on the radio all the time. ‘Face to the Floor.” 


"Cool, man. You should make it out to a show sometime.” 


"I'd like to force your face to the floor if you know what | mean." 

"Bye, Satchel." 

Back in the backstage area, Pete realized it was empty except for Michael Starr fixing his hair. 
"Your hair's real, eh?" 

Michael turned around and grinned. 

"Dude, you've got my scarf! | thought it was lost!" 

"Oh - right!" Pete unwound it from his neck and held it out to the blonde. 

"Nah, you can keep it. Wear it out to the next show." 

"Ah, thanks... Uh, I'll do that." 


| hope you'll come out again," Michael said as Pete was turning to leave and find his brother. "You know, 


Satchel really fancied you." 
Pete felt himself blush. 


"And your brother is two doors down sucking Stix's cock. | wouldn't interrupt unless you were into that kinda 


thing. Better just text him and tell him you'll be outside. You want another beer?" 
Pete nodded and Michael tossed him a Miller Lite. 

"See ya next time, man" 

"Yeah, man" 


Out back of the venue, Pete hung out with Dave who caught Lexxi before the bassist went home. He was 


currently wig- and make-up - free, causing Pete a little bit of drunken confusion. 


As he leaned against the wall of the venue listening to Dave and Lexxi talk (Lexxi seemed to be able to hold an 
intelligent conversation once he lost all that hair) and waiting for Sam to appear, he thought about what just 
happened. 


He wondered if Russ wasn't going to call him like he'd said. Deep down, he really hoped he'd get a text from the 
handsome guitarist. He found himself intrigued and couldn't bear the thought of not talking to him again. 


Eventually Sam stumbled out the back door looking very disheveled His hair was a mess and his glasses were 


askew. And his shirt was on backwards. 

"Let's go," he said, quickly walking away with hardly a goodbye to Dave and Lexxi. 

"What's up his ass?" Pete heard Dave utter as he walked by. He smirked to himself as he heard Lexxi mention 
something about Stix. 


His phone vibrated in his pocket as he high-tailed it after his brother back to the parking lot. 


"You have a nice cock btw. - R" 


Pete snorted, nearly tripping over a sidewalk as he added "Russ" to his contacts. Before they got back to their 
bikes, Pete managed to send his response. 


"You, too. - P" 


